7 iff contention of the two fmow Houfes y 

Alarmcf. They fight, and then enter tPyarwichy andrtfi^, 
Richard,and then exeunt orpnes. 

tsflarmes Hill, and then enter Henry film, 

Ben . Oh gracious God of hcauen lookc downe on vs. 
And fet fame cncj« to thefe inceflantgriefes, 

How like a maftleffe (hip vpon tjie teas, 

This wofull battaile doth continue ftill. 

Now leaning this way,now to that fide driuc, 

And none doth know to whom the day will fall. 
OhjWould my death might fiay thete c|p||l iars f 
Would I had neuer raign*d,nor ncrc bene King. 

Margaret and Clifford, chide tpe ffom the field. 

Swearing they had beft fucccfie when I was thence.. 
Would God that 1 were dead.fo ajl were well. 

Or would my crewne fufficc,I were content 
To yeeld it them,and liue a priuatc life,. 

Enter a Soldiottr with a dead man in his dr men 
Soul , 111 blowes the winde that profits no body,. 

This naan that 1 haue fiaine in fight to day. 

May be poffefled of fome ftorc of crovvncs. 

And I will fearch to finde them if I can. 

But ftay ; methinkes it is my fathers face : 

Oh l,tis he whom I haue fiaine in fight. 

From London w$s I preft outby the King*, 

My father he came on the part of Terke, 

And in this confli$ Idiaue fiaine my father : 

Oh pardon God,i knew not wb<*t I did. 

And pardon father jfori knew thee pot. 

Enter another Joldiotsr with a dead ***>!• 
t.SohI, Lie there thop tfiat fopghtft with me fo ftoptlf. 
Now let tne fee what {tore of gold thou haft, 

But ftay.methinks this is-no famous face :• 

Qhno.jtis my fonoe that I haue fiaine in fight. 


Yorkesnd Lancafter, 

Ohmonftrous times, begetting fuch euents, 

Howcruell.bloudy.andironous, 

This deadly qwarrcll daily doth beget. 

Poore boy, thy father gaue thee life toolate. 

And hath bereau’d thee of thy life too foone. 

A /(W.Woe aboue woe.griefe more then common griefc, 
Whil’ft Lyons warre and battaile for their dens, 

Poore Lambes do feele the rigour of their wraths r 
The red Rofe and the white are on his face, 

The fatall colours of our ftriuing houfes. 

Wither one Rofe,and let the other flourifti, 

For if you ftriue,ten thoufand liues muft perifii. 

i.Soa/.How will my mother for my fathers death, . 

Take on with me,and nere be fatisfidc ? 
a.W.How will my wife for {laughter of roy fonne, 

Take on with me and nere be fatisfide ? 

ifp^.How will the people now mifdeome their King, 

Oh would my death their mindes could fatisfie. 

Was euer fonne fo rude, his fathers blood to fpiH ? 
idioul. Was euer father fo vnnaturall, his fonne to kill 
King. Was euer King thus greeued and vexed Rill > 
i .Stf«/.Ile beare thee hence from this accurfed place, 

, For woe is me to fee my fathers face. 

Exit with his father* 

i.Soul.llc beare thee hence, and let them fight that will, 
For I haue murdered where I fhould not kill. 

Exit with his fonne. 

King. Weepe wretchedman,Ile lay thee teare for teare. 
Here fits a King, as woe begon as thee. 

Aiarmetjdnd enter the Queene. 

Qntene.hvtay my Lord,to Barwieke prefently, ., 

The day is loft,our friends are murdered. 

No helpe is left for vs,theccfore away. 

Enter Prince Edward-. 
father fiiciour men haue left the field, 



